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	Harbinger of Death

Harbinger of Death: A Harry Potter Fan Fiction

**Disclaimer: **I do not own Harry Potter or any of its associated characters; all rights belong to JK Rowling; I do not own any crossover references made in the story; all rights belong to their respective creators; I do own any OC spells explained at the end of a chapter.

**Plot: **Belgrath's Harry Potter the New Dark Lord Response: War has come to the magical world, bringing Pestilence in the form of divided opinions and allegiances; as Famine and Conquest seek to consume everything the world believes in, there is one with the power to save or destroy them all: he is Death and his hour has come!

**Challenge Information: Summary "and I beheld a white horse and he went forth conquering and to conquer" The Horcrux had more influence on Harry than anyone imagined; he really **_**was**_** becoming bad and he was done! **

**He would become the greatest Dark Lord ever and have his revenge on everyone who wronged him**

**Rules: **Starts summer before 5th year and goes beyond

Dark Lord Harry/Master of Death Harry

Harry must denounce Dumbledore and become an ally of the Ministry with a position at Hogwarts

Harry must possess all 3 hollows and they have the following powers: _the cloak remains as is the stone can summon inferi and the wand when combined with the stone becomes the best wand for death and dark magic._

Harry has an Animagus form of a raven, crow or Dark Phoenix

Sirius must live

Manipulative Dumbledore and Weasleys

Harry must have his own followers with their own Mark

Harry and Voldemort are enemies

Harry's new fortress is Nurmengard

**Optional: **Crossovers _**References**_

Horace Slughorn joins Harry _**Perhaps**_

Harry resurrects his parents _**No**_

Grindelwald joins Harry _**Sort of**_

**Forbidden: **Slash

Light harry

Non dark Lord Harry

**Pairing options: Harry/Hermione**

Harry and Luna

Harry and Cho

Harry and dark Ginny

**Author's Note: **Okay, so what can I say about this one? It caught my attention and, well, I guess I just wanted to get back to some old favourites as far as my inspirations were concerned, so I hope you like the adventure that is coming up.

And, as always, if you don't like it, then don't read it.

**Dedication: **I'd like to dedicate this story to Belgrath for creating a _**truly**_ interesting challenge idea and for supporting and encouraging the darkness in me.

My recommended reads are _The Path to Darkness_ by Scarlett Woman, _The God of Death_ by I Am Atrocity, _Rise of the Dark Angel_ by mykkila09, Gods_ Amongst Men_ by Slimah and _Harry Potter and the Silver Hand_ by Zailens Bloodcrystal

**Key Pairing: **Dark Harmony (Harry/Hermione)

**Other Pairings: **To be confirmed

Normal Speech

'Thoughts'

'_Mental Voices_'

/_Parseltongue_/

Chapter 1: The True Story

For as long as he could remember, Harry James Potter had always tried to fight against the darkness;

Be it the darkness that threatened his second home of Hogwarts, the darkness that endangered his friends and companions or even the darkness that lived and breathed through him, he had always tried to remain the proverbial _golden boy_ in the eyes of the magical world and, of course, in his own eyes as well.

He had often insisted that he wasn't evil or capable of doing anything that was bad, dark or terrorising on those who stood with him – those who stood _against_ him, however, were another story all together – and yet, for as long as he had been capable of trying to keep to that belief, Harry had always hidden a secret from those who called themselves his friends.

A dark and dangerous secret that, if he let it be known to those who wanted him to remain a good boy, a hero and a trusted friend, Harry just _knew_ that it would be a fate worse than death itself that awaited him.

However, after the events of his fourth year, Harry didn't just decide to reveal said secret;

He also looked right into the darkness, both inside and outside himself and his sense of good and evil, and he uttered two words to it:

"I surrender…"

_**Harbinger of Death**_

It was the night before Harry's fifteenth birthday, a day that Harry used to look forwards to because it meant that his friends would remind him that, even in the confined space that was known – to him – as _Durzkaban_, he was never truly alone or without support.

This time around, however, Harry didn't know whether or not he was actually looking forwards to hearing from his friends:

Partially because of the fact that, ever since the night that Harry had announced the return of one Tom Riddle/Lord Voldemort, he had become _persona non grata_ with his friends and those he could trust.

However, the other reason that he wasn't sure how he felt about his birthday coming around once more was because of a feeling that had risen up inside of him in the days and nights since that same dark night.

It had started when Harry had witnessed the sight of the ghosts of his parents and Cedric Diggory wanting to shield him from Voldemort's spell power, using some form of non-living energy to try and protect him long enough to allow him to escape Voldemort _again._

When he'd witnessed that same strange power protecting him from Voldemort, Harry had felt it stirring inside of him: an unusual, almost-alien feeling of clarity that seemed to overrule everything he thought he knew or felt about magic and those with the power to wield it.

After that night, and after a _talk_ with Headmaster Dumbledore about what he had seen in the graveyard that night, Harry had felt it growing stronger inside him.

How and why it was doing such a thing, he didn't know, but every day and every night since that incident, Harry had felt it: an eerie, almost-whispering force that crept into his mind, walked the halls and corridors of his soul and slithered into his dreams, each part of it accompanied by a sensation that Harry had felt only once before.

A sensation of _darkness_ that, for the longest time now, Harry had always tried to keep hidden and locked away deep inside him.

It was this feeling that, although he'd never admitted it, it didn't change the fact that this was his deepest, darkest secret and, as much as he would have liked to share it with the people that he knew and trusted, he also knew how they'd take it if they knew.

Only one person had ever seen the secret for what it really was and Harry had always hated it because he knew that they were as adamant that he remain the _golden boy_ as everyone else seemed to be. He hated having to explain himself time and time again while trying to be the good boy that he was born and seemingly-expected to be.

For this reason, Harry had always tried to keep the secret hidden, but now, with everything that had happened since that dark night, Harry had felt the same stirrings he'd once experienced the last time he'd let the secret reveal itself rise up once more. And try as he might to push it back down, there was a part of Harry that seemed to let himself feel those stirrings with a sense of warmth and comfort.

Like the secret was an old friend that was right there by his side, not-quite advising or consoling him, but also doing very little to control him.

And, try as he might to deny it, Harry _liked_ that feeling.

And so, because of that liking and what he felt as he tried to keep his mind off it, Harry didn't know how he felt about his birthday coming up: the secret seemed to tell him the same thing that Harry both dreaded and suspected with the coming dawn.

Something was going to happen on this day.

He just didn't know what!

_**Harbinger of Death**_

The soft sound of rapping on Harry's bedroom window broke the young Gryffindor out of his thoughts;

Peering at the window, Harry's eyes narrowed as he saw what looked like a regal-looking Great Horned Owl that was perched on the outside of his sill, its talons holding what looked like an official letter. Looking away from the window for only a moment, Harry frowned when he noticed that the clock read 7:13pm in terms of the time, the date of July 30th standing out beneath the indicated time.

Given that he had spent most of his summer without any official word from anyone, Harry went with an instinct that he didn't know that he felt as he opened the window and allowed the owl to fly into his room. Rather than simply deposit its delivery onto his bed and leave, the owl actually flew to his shoulder where, to Harry's surprise, it stuck out one of its claws, handing the letter right to him.

"Um…thanks?" asked Harry curiously, taking the letter from the owl, who then proceeded to fly towards the empty cage where Hedwig had once occupied when she wasn't out hunting.

_Once_ being the operative word as Hedwig was currently he-didn't-know-where; after two weeks of no communicaton from his friends and companions, Harry had sent her to the one friend that he trusted to speak the truth no matter what with a seemingly-ordinary inquiry about the summer and how they might be enjoying themselves.

Since this was also the same friend that had witnessed Harry's secret coming out, he only hoped that they would respond, but, to his chagrin and partial-curiosity, Hedwig had not yet returned and after another fortnight of non-communication and lack of signs indicating his faithful friend's presence, Harry had begun to grow worried.

As the owl that had delivered the letter helped itself to water and a few treats that lay untouched in Hedwig's tray, Harry actually smiled with a feeling of relief and amusement: at least _this_ was a sign that he wasn't going insane with boredom and isolation.

Still, he had to wonder how _this_ owl had gotten through when every other form of communication seemed to have eluded his notice.

Looking back to the letter, Harry's eyes narrowed curiously when he noticed that the envelope that the owl had delivered looked like it had been lying around for a good long while.

On one side, there was a jet-black crest with a _really_ strange design that seemed to resemble a triangle with a circle held inside the triangle's shape, a single vertical line cutting the other two shapes in half.

On the _other_ side, however, Harry noticed what looked like a formal, regal-looking style of handwriting that was unlike _anyone_ that he'd ever known, but even he could make out the one-worded address on the envelope:

_Harry_

Looking up at the owl for only a moment, Harry gulped when he noticed the creature was watching him intently, almost like it _knew_ that he was meant to open it while, at the same time, it was looking at him with a hint of loyalty and dedication that Harry had only ever seen in another's eyes.

Hedwig.

Looking back to the letter, Harry took a breath as he wondered what sort of message would need such an insistent delivery, let alone why this strange, but beautiful creature was the one to deliver it to him.

Tracing his fingers over the unusual-looking crest, Harry's eyes narrowed as a dim and distant cry of _CONSTANT VIGILANCE_ echoed throughout his thoughts: an unknown sender, a strange, but beautiful and regal-looking owl and a crest that he'd never seen before.

If he could use his wand, Harry _might_ have used a detection spell that he'd once read about to try and see if there were any hidden, unwanted surprises lurking within the letter; however, because of the _damn_ Trace that the Ministry enforced with vigilance, Harry could only do one thing.

Take a chance.

Letting the tip of his finger slip beneath the imprinted crest, Harry took a breath and held it there while he cracked the seal with his fingernail; as the envelope was opened, a part of the young wizard felt relief fill him as he found a lack of booby traps or hidden jinxes or curses. Lifting the flap on the envelope, Harry pulled out what looked like an old, but official-looking letter and, to his bewilderment, there was nothing else.

Letting out the breath that he'd been holding in, Harry looked one more time to the owl before he looked back to the letter, sinking down onto his bed in the process as he read the same official, nobleman-like scrawls that had written his name on the envelope in the first place.

_**Harry,**_

_**If this letter has arrived at the time that it was charmed to do so, then it means that you have either gone through an early magical emancipation or you have/are about to reach the age of seventeen and become an adult in the eyes of the magical world.**_

_**First off, let me just say well done, kiddo: it means that you're alive and well and they haven't managed to knock you down yet.**_

Harry paused for a moment at the rather-informal manner that someone had addressed him as _kiddo_ while he was also a little surprised and awed at the apparent-delaying charm that had been used to orchestrate such a precise delivery time and date.

Still, what did this mean for Harry himself?

He wasn't seventeen yet and, as far as he could recall, he hadn't gone through any sort of _emancipation_ that he could remember, so why was this letter in his hands right now?

Making a note to think about this dilemma when he had a moment to clear his thoughts, Harry continued reading the letter's contents;

_**I bet you're probably confused by that last part, huh?**_

_**Well, let me explain things a little better for you, Harry: even as I write these words, I'm sat by your crib looking at the one and only treasure that I would gladly sacrifice my life for. When your Mum told me that I was going to be a Dad, it was the happiest day of my life.**_

Harry's eyes widened at _that:_ this letter was from his Father?

Now he was more determined than ever to keep reading, so he did…

_**However, it seems that nothing lasts forever where my delights are concerned; you see, Harry, shortly after you were born, it was revealed to your Mother and I that you were the source of a prophecy that, in a nutshell, states that you would have the power to vanquish the megalomaniacal git known as Lord Voldemort.**_

_**THIS…IS…A…LIE!**_

If the revelation of a prophecy was shocking, then the fact that the same prophecy was, in fact, a lie and a falsehood was almost heart-attack-inducing for Harry; in another time and place, he might have been afraid and perhaps even hesitant to continue.

This time, however, he read on with a new sense of hunger for information;

_**The prophecy was created by some false prophet named Sybil Trelawney and in the presence of Albus Dumbledore; however, both of them are as much Seers as I am!**_

_**In truth, Harry, you **_**are**_** born for a special purpose and your life is tied to a legacy of great power that is yours and yours alone. It is because of this greatness that I suspect that Dumbledore – a man that I once trusted, I'm not ashamed to admit – has concocted this fake prophecy to lure Voldemort to us and, through us, to you.**_

_**With us out of the way, I suspect he will try to coerce and manipulate you if you don't die at the hands of Voldemort in the process, which I will PERSONALLY ensure that you do not, my son.**_

_**How, I hear you ask?**_

_**Simple: through ancient and powerfully-binding magic!**_

_**Magic that comes from your ancestor and mine: a powerful sorcerer hailed as the Master of Death, though the world knows him as a 'story' character named Ignotus Peverell.**_

Harry _had_ to stop reading there, his hands shaking while his eyes were filled with tears of rage and sorrow as well as a darkened glow of disbelief and fury as he questioned what he was reading: Ignotus Peverell?

Master of Death?

Not to mention the truth that his Father had been the one to protect him, but then why had everyone told Harry it was his Mother, Lily?

And, worse of all, the Headmaster wanted to control him because of some great power?

As he tried to control his fury, Harry continued reading, although he never lost the glow in his eyes as he did so;

_**In his time, Ignotus – along with his brothers Cadmus and Antioch – created and performed a powerful binding ritual that called upon the life-essence and magic of Death himself.**_

_**(Yes, Harry, I said Death **_**himself**_** and not Death itself)**_

_**You might have heard of the Muggle belief of the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse known as War, Famine, Pestilence – often replaced by the Horseman of Conquest – and Death?**_

_**Well, they were once REAL!**_

_**Together, the spirits of the Horsemen were vanquished and bound through several deities and forms, but the power of Death, tied to the very-real nature of Life and Death itself, survived those same battles and, through the ages, became a spectre known only as The Reaper/Angel of Death that was left wandering the world between this life and the next great adventure.**_

_**Well, in his time, Ignotus, Cadmus and Antioch performed a ritual that had once been used to bind said forces to their cursed states; through this, Death gave the brothers gifts/reliquaries of his divine power.**_

_**To Antioch, he gave a wand that no other could defeat; to Cadmus, he gave a stone that could summon and manipulate the spirits of the dead, the damned and the desperate and, to Ignotus, he gave a cloak that made the wearer invisible: not even the all-encompassing gaze of Death himself could pierce the Veil.**_

_**Through their gifts, the three brothers took paths that led two of them to their deaths as the power corrupted and consumed them; Ignotus, however, was smart. When he began to realise what the power was doing, he summoned Death back to the Physical Realm and made a bargain with him.**_

_**If Death would help Ignotus tame the corrupted powers inside of him, then Ignotus would share his body with Death and give him his soul in exchange.**_

Harry's eyes widened there: why would anyone make such a deal?

As he continued reading, he got his answers;

_**Bound to his promise as he was, Ignotus surrendered to the darkness inside himself to satisfy Death's part in their bargain, thus creating a sorcerer that was unlike any other: you might even say that Ignotus became the first TRUE Dark Lord of Magic.**_

_**Now, you're probably wondering what all this has to do with you, my son?**_

Harry felt himself nod as though he was hearing his Father say all this rather than reading it off a letter, but he continued reading regardless;

_**The ritual that bound Death to a body in exchange for a soul?**_

_**That same ritual is the very same one that I used to ensure that you, my son and heir and my greatest treasure, would survive long enough to learn the truth about this **_**prophecy **_**and, when you did so, you'd be able to call on your new powers and give Albus a reason to fear and regret crossing OUR family for little more than his backwards notions of the Greater Good!**_

_**I bet you're surprised to know that your Light-loving, Gryffindor-blooded Dad's got a heart of darkness, aren't you?**_

_**Well, there's more: remember the part about the soul that's offered in exchange?**_

_**IT'S MINE!**_

"Dad…" whispered Harry, his eyes shedding tears of pain and almost-disbelief, though the magic of the parchment seemed to protect the words from the dampness of Harry's tears as he read on.

_**I know you might not expect it, kiddo, but for you and for your right to live, I'm willing to do it: I know your Mum wouldn't understand, but if I know my dear, sweet Lily-flower, she's likely to try and offer her life in exchange against Voldemort anyway. The point is that with my 'debt' paid to the Reaper's spirit, you will be able to inherit and even control all the powers of Death itself **_**and**_** the blessings and rightful greatness that the three brothers collected from the appropriately-named **_**"Deathly Hallows."**

_**When this letter is delivered to you, it carries with it a spell that will take effect when, weird as it's going to sound, you scrunch it up like a piece of junk mail and **_**eat**_** the parchment. I've soaked this in my blood and written it in ink infused with the same source.**_

'Only you, Dad,' thought Harry, wiping his eyes as he continued.

_**Once that's done, I WANT you to go out and do WHATEVER THE BLOODY HELL YOU WANT with the powers you gain! The first thing you'll have to do is visit Gringotts and check out the Peverell Vault: trust me, son, only you will be able to get into it.**_

_**Before I finish this letter, I should say one final thing:**_

_**Voldemort IS the enemy here, but so is Dumbledore: he has done everything and more in his power to command and control life and death itself and he will do anything to see you destroyed and your legacy in his hands.**_

_**DO NOT LET HIM!**_

_**Even if it means going against everything you believe in and becoming what our ancestor became, then fine: you can't let us down or disappoint us, Harry: we're dead and, as much as you might want to do otherwise, I only ask that you let us remain such.**_

_**Trust me, if you bring either your Mum or me back, I'll make sure to kick your skinny butt all over this world and the next BEFORE choosing to stand with you as my son, my heir and my only true care in this world.**_

_**So do whatever you want with the power, Harry, but let us rest in peace and keep us with you where it matters: in your heart.**_

_**But do NOT allow yourself to bow to Death as easily as 'certain people' would want: at the end of the day, Harry, **_**YOU**_** are Death's Master and you go when you SAY you go.**_

_**Not before, but perhaps after.**_

_**Be safe, be strong and be magnificent, kiddo: trust me, you're going to be better than that anyway.**_

_**We will always love you;**_

_**We will always be with you.**_

_**Dad**_

As Harry finished reading the letter, his eyes burned with tears of rage, pain and fury while his heart seemed to turn as cold as ice:

His Father had sacrificed his very soul to the Great Beyond to protect Harry?

There were powers that Harry knew not contained inside him and, to release them, he had to take in the strange letter?

Looking back to the letter, Harry gulped once before he whispered, "All this time…I trusted him…called him my friend and mentor…and he betrayed me…wanting me to die for…for _what?_"

Looking up at the owl that had delivered the letter, Harry scoffed once before he muttered, "I've always tried to honour their sacrifice, but this…this is nothing like that…not anymore…"

Before anyone else – if anyone even had the chance – could stop him, Harry scrunched up the letter before, clutching it tightly in his hand, its compressed form pressing against his skin, Harry actually laughed as he asked, "What is it with this world and gross actions?"

Then, while he laughed, Harry popped the small ball of scrunched-up parchment into his mouth, chewing it around several times; as he did so, the young boy felt an icy, tangy sort of taste dancing on his taste buds before, with a loud gulp, he coughed once before he waited.

He wasn't left waiting long; as soon as the parchment hit his stomach, Harry's whole body seemed to fill with that same tangy, tingling-cold feeling before, in a move that both surprised and frightened him, Harry found his head falling backwards, a part of him thankful for the bed that he'd been sitting on.

Had he been able to see it, however, the young boy would have seen a powerful green and black energy surrounding his lightning-bolt scar, the energy taking the shape of the crest from the envelope as it drew itself into the scar.

However, the only thing that Harry could see was the back of his eyelids…

_**Harbinger of Death**_

The first thing that Harry was aware of when he opened his eyes was a feeling of disorientation;

That didn't last all that long however as the young sorcerer found his gaze clearing, although when it did so, the disorientation turned into surprise and confusion as Harry found himself looking at something that could only be described as a whitewashed variation of a location that he knew all too well.

King's Cross Station!

Sitting upright, Harry saw the same benches, strange-looking pillars and even the blank platform signs that indicated one platform to the next; as he tried to get his head around what he was seeing, Harry's eyes suddenly widened as he saw something else.

A pale, cream-like train carriage that was standing on the platform closest to him, the front end of the strange carriage holding the same symbol as the envelope while, looking at the carriage, it seemed to remind Harry of a tram car rather than a train.

As Harry slowly got to his feet, his eyes narrowed as he saw the door to said carriage opening before what looked like a pale, _unbelievably_-thin figure stepped off the train.

He looked like a gaunt sort of figure with narrow bone cheeks and dead, grey-coloured eyes. His hair was short and slick in style while it also looked as black as night. The man's body was covered by what looked like a black tuxedo with an olden-days' style coat and coat-tails covering the top part of his body while, in one hand, the man carried a black cane that seemed to come to a sharp-looking point at its head, almost like the blade of a strange scythe.

As the man looked over to where Harry was standing, he actually gave the boy a curt nod before he remarked, "Hello Harry, I've waited a long time to meet you face-to-face."

Harry blinked before he asked the first question that came to his mind, "Who are you?"

"Don't you know?" asked the man, his haunting gaze locked onto Harry as he told him, "Think about it: who could I possibly be to have such an interest and a willingness to meet you in the flesh…so to speak?"

Harry's voice seemed to catch in his throat as he asked, "Are you…Death? The Reaper?"

"In a manner of speaking…yes," replied the pale man, before he smiled slowly as he added, "But you, my young one, may call me Ignotus: Ignotus Peverell, at your humble service."

Harry's eyes widened, but before he could say another word, he was then surprised to see Death/Ignotus indicate the strange train cart before he asked him, "Won't you join me, Harry? I'm just about to sit down to dinner…and I think a good meal will help answer the questions you might have, wouldn't you agree?"

For once, Harry had _no_ idea what he was supposed to say; instead, he just moved slowly towards the train cart, his eyes never leaving the pale features of Ignotus as he tried to get his head around what was going on.

'Merlin,' thought Harry, reaching the train as he mused, 'This has _got_ to be my weirdest birthday yet!'

**Chapter 1 and, well, I think that would be an understatement, but what could have brought Harry to the crossing point and how can that be Ignotus **_**and**_** Death? Isn't Harry Death…um…the **_**New**_** Death?**

**Also, with new information and a seemingly-changed purpose, what sort of fate lies in store for one that seeks to control his?**

**Keep Reading to Find Out**

**Next Chapter: Harry Potter has cheated death, defied it and escaped it more times than he can count, but now he must do something even harder: **_**dine**_** with it!**

**Please Read and Review**

_**AN: Death**_

**Okay, so this might seem a bit weird, but when I thought of how best to write Death into this story, I had the portrayal from Supernatural in my head, especially when coming up with the idea for what comes next;**

**So if you need an idea, go and look that one up: all rights to the original creators…**


End file.
